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begat perhaps Simon the Second. And no one, looking at
Simon the Second, would ever think of the Stockport Road
and the little printer's shop and papers of fried fish and old
Sim damning and blasting the fog. Nothing would be
apparent but the accomplished fact, the success, the product
rounded off in the customary mill of Nannie, school and
university. That was how it went. And Theo for one
thought it was a very nice way for it to go, too. He was
startled by the toastmaster's voice. He stood for a moment,
waiting for perfect silence, fully conscious of his own appear-
ance, tall, golden-haired, goodly to look upon; conscious,
too, of the thought in his mind: " This is the first time I
have ever figured on a public occasion "; conscious of the
baron George Satterfield had managed to rake in, of the
councillors, aldermen and men prominent in business. He
was conscious even of Miss Victoria Vernon, the famous
musical comedy actress who was appearing in Manchester
that week, and who, when Satterfield asked her to " grace
the occasion," was quite ready to accept the publicity it
offered. His voice was clear and carried to the farthest part
of the room. " Bless, O God, these creatures to our use and
Thy service, for Jesus Christ's sake. Amen."

Instantly the clatter broke out again and waiters, who
had been standing in the wings with smoking soup plates,
rushed in now that God was out of the way.

8

Elsie trembled when she heard Theo uttering the names
of God and Jesus Christ. Only last night his arms had been
around her and she herself had been swept by passion that
she found well-nigh unendurable. It was a moonless night,
and, invisible under a tree not far from her house, they had
stood wrapped together, their faces hot with kissing, till in
the extremity of her feeling she had fainted in his arms. It
had been a rainy day, and there were puddles in the road,
Theo had dipped his handkerchief in one and dribbled the
water over her face till she recovered.

" Let me go. Let me go now," she said faintly when she
could speak. " You must leave ine alone, Theo. You must
go away from me. I can never marry you.1'

She could see the white hopeless glimmer of his face as
he stood there holding the sopping rag in his hand. She